FAREWELL TO  CANTON

on their own.    This is general in the medical profession in
China.

It happened at this time that the Hongkong office had some
Customs documents which they did not care to entrust to the
mails. A trusted office-boy, who had been with the Company
many years, caught the evening Canton train at Kowloon and
disappeared. Three weeks passed, and in spite of enquiries
on'all sides, notifying the Customs and informing the police,
we could find out nothing. At last we got a clue : this is what
had happened.

The office-boy, Wong, arrived in Canton at nine o'clock in
the evening. He was a Foochow man, and did not know
Canton well, so was delighted to see Ying, another Fukienese,
in the street, and the two went off to have supper and a good
talk about old times. Now, Ying had recently discharged a
female servant from his house, and as bad luck would have it,
this woman saw the two little gentlemen going into the
restaurant. With the ready resource of her sex she hailed a
policeman and denounced the two as Japanese spies. Their
foreign (Fukien) accents were corroboration, if any had been
needed, and they were hauled off to gaol " on suspicion ".
Ying, having resided in Canton for years, got out fairly easily,
but the wretched Wong stuck fast. Slowly, without any
initiative from Ying, who was apparently too relieved at his
own escape to worry about his friend, the story got around, until
at last we heard about it. Then began an infuriating period.
My taipan and I made repeated calls on police officials. One
in particular we detested. He was a lean fidgety creature
who had the repellent habit of never looking straight at one,
always just past one's ear. When we said that Wong was not
a spy, he said " how did we know ? " The trouble was, of
course, that in accordance with its invariable custom the
Company could not pay a cent of " squeeze ", a state of affairs
as peculiar as it was irritating to the authorities. At last, by
sheer persistence, we got an order for release, armed with which
I drove out to the prison. I did not enjoy this excursion.
Most of the prisoners, whatever their age, wore on their, faces
the hopeless resignation of the very old. It was the first time
I had seen men in chains, and heard the clink and shuffle of
their passing by. Most were in rags, but Wong appeared at
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